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American Spring Song 

No one knew that I knelt in the mud beneath the bridge 
In the city of Chicago. 

You see I am whispering my secret to you. 

I want you to believe in my insanity and to understand that 

I love God— 
That's what I want. 

And then, you see, it was spring and soft sunlight 

Came through the cracks of the bridge. 

I had been long alone in a strange place where no gods came. 

Creep, men, and kiss the twisted face of my mud god. 
I'll not hit you with my bleeding fists. 
I'm a twisted God myself. 

It is spring and love has come to me. 
Love has come to me 
And to my men. 



A VISIT 

Westward the field of the cloth of gold. It is fall. See the 

corn. How it aches. 
Lay the golden cloth upon me. It is night and I come 

through the streets to your window. 
The dust and the words are all gone, brushed away. Let 

me sleep. 
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